Sha ki-sp«arbs. 

More flharpc to me then (purring to his fide, . 

For that fame grone doth put this in my mind. 
My greefe lies onward and my ioy behind* 
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Hus can my loue excufe the flow offence, 

1 Ofmy dull bearer, when from thee l fpeed. 
From where thou art, why fhoulld I halt me thence. 
Till I returne ofpofting is noe need* 

0 what excufe will my poore bca(t then find. 

When lwift extremity can lrcme but flow. 

Then fiiould I fpurre though mounted cn the wind. 
In winged fpeed no motion fha’l i know. 

Then can no horfe with my defire keepe pace, 
Therefore defiref ofperfcdls loue being madej 
Shall najgh noc dull flefii in his fiery race. 

But loue, for loue 3 thus fhall excufe my iade, 

Since from tficc going.hc vyent wilfull flow. 
Towards thee ile run,and giue him leaue to goe. 

O am I as the rich whofe bleffed key, 

1 Can bring him to his fweet vp-locked treafure. 
The which he will not etfry hower furuay. 

For blunting the fine point of feldomeplcafure* 
Therefore are fcafts fo follemne and fo rare. 

Since fildom comming in the long yeare fet. 

Like ftones of worth they thinly placed are, 

Oi captaine Iewells in the carconet. 

So is the time that keepesyouas my cheft. 

Or as the ward-robe which the robe doth hide. 

To makefome fpeciall infiant fpeciatl bleft. 

By new vnfouluing his imprifond pride. 

Bleffed are you whofe worthincflc giues skopc, 
Bcinghad to tryumph, being lackt to hope. 
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T7 VHat is your fubftance,whercof are you made, 

* ' That millions offirangefhaddowes on you tend? 
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Since euery one 5 hath cuery.onc,one flhade, 

And you but one, can eucry fhaddowlend; 

Defcribe ^Aionis and the counterfet, 

Is poorcly immitated after you, 

On Hellens chceke all art of beau tie fet, 

And you in Grecian tirer are painted new: 

Speake of the fpring,and foyzon ofthe yeare, 

The one doth fhaddovv of your beautie fhow* 

The other as your bcuntie doth appeare. 

And you in eucry bleffed fliape we know. 

In all extcrnall grace you haue feme part, 

But you like none, none you for conftant heart, 

O H how much more doth beautie beautious feeme, 

By that fweet ornament which truth do:b giue. 

The Role lookes faire, but fairer we it deeme 
For that fweet odor, which doth in it line: 

The Canker bloomes haue full as deepc a die, 

As the perfumed tinftare ofthe Rofes, 

Hang on fuch thornes,and play as wantonly. 

When fommers breath their masked buds difeiofes? 

But for their virtue only is their fhow. 

They Hue vnwoo'd, and vnrefpefted fade. 

Die tothemfelues .Sweet Rofes doe not fo. 

Of their fweet deathes, are fweetefi odors made: 

And fo of you.beautir.us and loucly youths 
When that fhall vade,by verfe diftlls your cruth* • 

N Ot marble, nor the guilded monument, 

OfPrincesfhall out-liue this powrefull rime 5 
But you fhall fhine more bright in thefe contents 
Then vnlweptftone, befincer d with fluttifh time 0 
When waftefull wsrre fhall Starve/ ouer-rurne, 

And bioilcs rocte out the worke of mafonry, 

Nor Mars his fword, nor warres quick fire {hall bunie ; 

1 he lilting record ©fyour memory, 

Gainlt 


